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BILLIONAIRE’S BABYSITTER 


Cole: My brother and his wife are KIA in Afghanistan and 
suddenly I’m a single dad to five-year-old Benjamin. He’s a 
great kid, but he’s also a terror on two wheels. When he 
literally runs into the neighbor girl with his bike, she 
straightens out his bad behavior on the spot. | know 
immediately I’ve found my babysitter, and my gut tells me 
I’ve found a whole lot more. 


| may have made billions in foreign exchange, but when | 
exchange the single life for a night in with her, everything 
changes. 


Anna: My daa’s best friend is suddenly the single dad next 
door. | wasn’t expecting I’d be expecting anytime soon, but 
when I babysit Benjamin for the first time my motherly 
instincts kick in and I realize there are different ways to have 
a child...but will the breathtaking billionaire next door be 
the only one who is thrust into parenthood, or will his child 
become my child too? 


*Billionaire's Babysitter is an insta-everything standalone 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


(Shanks i for heading Z 





soon as it’s available. 


*If you already signed up, THANK YOU! You will get this and 
all future freebies automatically. 


Click the link below to get your freebies 


http: //FerrariFantasies.com 


CHAPTER 1 


Anna 
The worst week of my life continues. 


It was just last month that | proudly wore my cap and gown. 
| graduated from NYU’s prestigious Stern School of Business 
with a degree in finance. NYU is only sixteen minutes away 
from Wall Street, and it’s one of the top five universities in 
the country for my major. My grades were good. | had 
networked like crazy for four years, even bypassing on 
spring break in order to gain real world experience, 
whatever that means. | was sure | was going to get a good 
job right away. 


The real world was a lot tougher than my professors led me 
to believe. Data and behavioral science computer programs 
were in vogue on Wall Street now. Why hire humans when 
they could just buy a couple of machines to crunch numbers 
round the clock? 


| was up to my ears in student loan debt. Even with my 
scholarship, part-time job, internship, and living way outside 
the city and commuting in every day, it still wasn’t enough. 
The cost of education was rising and | had no job prospects 
in sight. 


| moved back in with my dad in Los Angeles. It was 
embarrassing, but | had no other options. The headhunter | 
was working with in Irvine had lined up an interview for me 
at Pacific Investment Management Company, commonly 
known as PIMCO, in Newport Beach. Sounds great, right? 


Well, it is. That’s why nine hundred and twelve people 
showed up to interview for three spots. | was competing 
against graduates from Harvard, Stanford, and the like. The 
odds weren’t exactly in my favor. 


Even if a miracle did occur and | got the job it would be 
months before | started. The hiring process at these big 
firms drags out forever. Round after round of interviews. 
Just when you think you’re about to finally get an offer you 
get that, “There’s one more person we need you to see.” Of 
course that’s often the senior level VIP whose son or 
daughter is competing against you for the job. 


| turn the corner to the street | live on and prepare to give 
my dad the bad news. If the student loans weren’t bad 
enough, he maxed out his credit cards this last semester just 
to make sure | got my diploma on time. | love him so much 
and | could never thank him enough for what he did, but 
there’s one thank you I’m sure he wants more than any 
other...me to find a job. 


But all | can think about now is taking a hot bath before | 
login to my monster.com account and start job hunting into 
the early morning hours again. 


| take my foot off the pedal of my Honda Civic and prepare 
to turn into my driveway, except | can’t. Some jerk has 
parked his Maserati along the curb, but the front is a foot or 
two into our driveway. I’m not a good driver to start with, 
and there’s not much room to maneuver on our one-way 
street. To make matters worse Mister Moneybags probably 
won’t take too kindly to me scratching up his shiny new 
Italian sports car, and | sure can’t afford for my car insurance 
payments to go up if | ding him by accident. 


| coast down the block until | see it, a tiny spot that takes me 
a solid three minutes to pull into. My bumper is sticking out 
a little, but it will have to do for now. 


| grab my briefcase and get out of my car. I’m angry, 
frustrated, and in a hurry to get inside so | can draw that 
bath. | just finished my time of the month, but for some 
reason I’m still super emotional. | hope I can make it inside 
before the tears start to fall. 


| step onto the sidewalk in my high heels and immediately | 
feel something hit me hard from the side. I’m falling fast 
and the next thing | know I’m face down in someone's lawn 
eye to eye with the grass. 


| grab for my forearm that | used to break my fall. It hurts, 
but it’s not broken. | open and close my eyes a few times 
quickly to shake the cobwebs loose. Lying next to me is a 
boy and his bike. He’s like a little rubber band, jumping to 
his feet and throwing his leg over the bar as he prepares to 
make a quick getaway. 


No you don’t. Not today. 

| lunge forward grabbing the back tire. All the anger of this 
past week causes a surge of adrenaline. Luckily he hasn’t 
started pedaling or my hand would be toast. 

He jumps off the bike and takes off running. 


That little shit! 


| rip off the one heel that I’ve still got on and jump to my 
feet, taking off across the lawn after him. 


CHAPTER 2 


Cole 
“Let me call you right back,” | say, abruptly ending the call. 
From the front porch my eyes catch a beautiful young 
woman darting across the front yards in the neighborhood 
until she’s reached mine. What the heck? 
Suddenly she dives forward like a professional athlete. But 
it’s not a ball she comes up with, it’s Benjamin’s leg as she 
brings him to the ground with an expert tackle. 
| drop my coffee before shoving open the screen door and 
closing the distance to them in a rush as | to try and figure 
out what’s going on. 


She jumps to her feet and grabs him by the arm. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” she says in a raised 
tone, but nota yell. 


He looks down to the ground. He’s in trouble and he knows 
it. 


“Where do you live?” 
He turns his head sideways, further away from her glare. 
“Where’s your helmet? You have to have a helmet in 


California if you’re under eighteen. You could have hurt 
yourself, or hurt me...worse than you did.” 


His chin is touching his chest by this point. I can see he’s 
sorry, and as | look up at her | see she’s starting to feel bad 
for going off on him. He’s always been a rambunctious little 
guy. He needs to be more careful, for everyone’s sake. | 
think he got the message. 


“Everything okay here?” | ask, coming to a stop just a couple 
feet from them. 


She looks up at me, recognizing my presence for the first 
time. She was so focused on catching him she didn’t even 
see me running towards them. 


“No!” she says. “I mean yes. It’s under control.” 


What definitely isn’t under control is me. | recognize her 
instantly. It’s Anna, my best friend Corey’s daughter. | 
haven’t seen her for years. Last thing | remember she 
moved away for college, but she’s definitely back in a big 
way judging by the rapidly growing bulge in my trousers. 


She was just a kid last time | saw her. Seventeen or 
eighteen | think. It was her high school graduation party, 
but | spent most of the time outside shooting the breeze 
with her dad and our buddies. | could definitely use a cool 
breeze right about now, or anything to help me with my 
rising temperature. 


Damn! She grew up. 


My eyes are doing everything in their power to scan her 
entire beautiful body. It’s a tug of war between manners and 
desire and manners are barely winning. | want to see how 
she’s filled out. How she’s turned into such a beautiful 
young woman. 


Her soft, light brown hair is a little shorter than it used to be, 
but still well past her shoulders. Those baby blues of hers 
are striking. I never really noticed when she was younger. 
Most of the time it was just a quick hello or goodbye when | 
came over to see her dad. 


She’s still breathing hard from chasing Benjamin and her 
chest is heaving up and down in that crisp white sleeveless 
blouse that hugs her curves right down to the skirt, which 
it’s tucked into. Her skirt is navy blue and accentuates 
those hips of hers just as much as it compliments her eyes, 
skin tone, and features. | like black, but on her navy blue is 
definitely the right choice. 


She catches her breath. “Cole? Are you his dad?” 

| still haven’t worked that one out yet. I’m not really sure 
how to answer that. After what the little guy is going 
through | want things to be on his terms for a while. | want 
him to warm up to me. | don’t want to force anything. 

“I’m keeping an eye on him these days.” 

“Oh,” she says, releasing her grip on his arm. 

Benjamin slowly walks away. We watch him as he goes back 
and picks up his bike from the lawn down the block and 


pushes it around the back of our house. 


“Are you Okay?” | ask, as | notice the grass stain on her 
blouse. 


“Yeah, I’m okay, but he needs to watch where he’s going.” 


“I’m sorry. | Saw you chasing him.” 


“Yeah, he ran into me with his bike, but everything’s okay 
now.” 


“Nothing broken?” | say, reaching out and taking her 
forearm in my hand. 


My entire arm twitches the moment | touch her. Her forearm 
is so tiny in my hand, and her skin so soft. | freeze up for a 
second, just feeling the electricity between us. | look up and 
she’s frozen. She’s staring up at me. 


Quick, Cole, pull yourself together. 


| bring my other hand to her forearm and survey the 
damage. 


“Luckily nothing’s broken,” | say, gently working my fingers 
across her bones and muscles. “A bruise might appear 
later.” 


“I'll be alright,” she says, but I’m clearly not. These last few 
days turned my world completely upside down. | didn’t 
think | had any more emotion left in me after what I’d 
experienced, but here she comes along like a breath of fresh 
air, shining some light on a very dark time. 


“I'll be okay.” 


“I'll call a friend of mine. She’s a doctor, a good one. She 
can come by and check it out.” 


“It’s okay, really.” 


“I insist. And l'Il take your clothes to my dry cleaner. He'll 
have them looking like new, or I'll take you shopping for 


some new ones.” 


Slow down, Cole. What has gotten into me? A minute ago 
she’s straightening out Benjamin and now I’m inviting her to 
go shopping. | don’t even shop. 


| realize I’m holding her arm longer than | should, but | don’t 
want to let go. What I really want to do is run my fingertips 
along that soft skin of hers, but | can’t. Corey would kill me. 
We've been best friends since the first day of Tee-ball ages 
ago. He was a couple years older than me, and he took me 
under his wing. He looked out for me. With the way his 
daughter is affecting me right now | might need looked out 
for again. 


CHAPTER 3 


Anna 
“How was your interview, honey?” my dad asks the moment 
| walk through the door. I’m glad he’s interested in my life, 
but for some reason it just makes me tenser. First | was 
tense from the bad day | was having, but then Cole came 
along and put a new kind of tension in me. 


| was going to take a warm bath to de-stress, but now | think 
that warm bath might be for another reason. 


“It was Okay.” 
“Is that good or bad? | can’t tell.” 


“Well, it was good | guess. The problem was there were over 
nine hundred people for three positions.” 


“So you've got a one in three chance.” 

A small smile creeps onto my lips, but doesn’t reach my 
eyes. | move towards my dad, hugging him. “Thanks for 
being optimistic, and having faith in me.” 

“I always have faith in you.” 


“| know.” 


“Just show them the Anna we all know and love and they'll 
be fighting over each other to hire you.” 


“I wish that were the case. Didn’t really work like that in 
New York.” 


“That’s New York. You’re back home where you belong now. 
You know the California culture better than anyone. This is 
your time to shine.” 


“Thanks, dad,” | say, standing on my tiptoes to give him a 
kiss on the cheek. 


As much as | want to take that bath, now | have something 
else on my mind that | have to get off. | open the freezer 
and pull out a pint of Ben & Jerry’s Chocolate Chip Cookie 
Dough Ice Cream. | consider eating it from the carton, but 
since this isn’t the middle of the night and I’m not by myself 
on the couch, | put some in a bowl. 


I’ve almost eaten it all by the time | get to my room and my 
computer turns on. I’m still confused as to why Cole is next 
door until Google provides the answer. Kyle and Brandi, 
Benjamin’s parents, were killed very recently in 
Afghanistan. | set my ice cream down and feel like crap. 


“Anna,” | hear my dad yell. 

“Not right now dad,” | call back. 

“You have someone here to see you.” 

What in the world? | quickly slip out of my clothes and into 
something much less formal. | run downstairs and there’s 


Benjamin sitting in our living room. 


“Hi Benjamin,” | say, seeing him sitting there dressed in a 
polo shirt, pants and boat shoes. He looks so cute and | just 


want to go up and hug him after everything that’s 
happened. 


“Hi Anna. These are for you,” he says, handing me a 
bouquet of flowers. 


| don’t know what to say. Literally. “Thank you, you didn’t 
have to. I’m sorry if | overreacted.” 


“It’s my fault. | have to be careful where | ride my bike. I’m 
sorry | ran into you. | apologize.” 


| kneel down and give the little guy a big hug. “I apologize 
too.” He doesn’t hug me like a kid who’s been forced to 
come over and talk to me. His hug is real, and it melts my 
heart. 

“I’m sorry | didn’t recognize you. It’s just that | haven’t seen 
you since you were this big,” | say, holding my hands apart 
about twenty inches, remembering how long he was when 
we went next door to see him for the first time. 

“I know, but | don’t remember.” 

I laugh. “Of course you don’t, silly. You were just a baby.” 
“But I’m five now. It’s nice to meet you now that | can talk.” 
He is so cute! 


“It’s nice to meet you.” 


“| hope you accept my apology,” he says. | didn’t know kids 
had such good manners these days. 


“| do, and | hope you accept mine. I’m sorry.” 


“Thank you, but it was my fault.” 
“Can we get you some ice cream, Benjamin?” my dad says. 


“No thank you, Sir. I’m not allowed to have sweets until 
after | finish all my dinner.” 


| want to grab this kid and hug him again, but | somehow 
restrain myself. What an amazing little boy. His dad was a 
military man and it’s clear to see the respect and discipline 
he has. If only all kids were like this. 


| always liked kids, especially babies, but this is a whole 
‘nother level. Benjamin is incredible. He’s unlike any other 
kid I’ve seen before. | only came home to visit twice the 
entire time | was at NYU so | guess we just never bumped 
into each other. | can’t believe | missed out on this cutie. 


“Thank you for accepting my apology. | have to go now. It 
was nice meeting you,” he says as he extends his hand. 


“And thank you for accepting mine,” | say, as | take his tiny 
little hand in mine and we shake. 


He smiles ever so slightly. “Goodbye, Sir,” he says to my 
dad. 

“Goodbye, Benjamin,” my dad says, as Benjamin walks out 
our front door, just as quickly as he has opened the door 
straight into my heart. 


CHAPTER 4 


Anna 
The next morning 


| run the lint roller over my outfit one last time and grab my 
briefcase. 


I’m excited that | got a call from my headhunter last night 
for an interview first thing this morning, but maybe not as 
excited as | was about Cole. | was up all night, finally falling 
asleep sometime after three. 


I’ve known Cole my whole life, but I’ve never quite seen him 
like | did yesterday. He was always in good shape and 
friendly, but he seemed more fit than ever. He was more 
filled out and more muscular. He’s definitely been working 
out, and it showed. 


As | lay in bed | fantasized running my fingertips across that 
broad chest of his. How | wanted to massage his massive 
shoulders. How he could use those big, strong hands of his 
to do things to me that required the strength that only 
someone like him possessed. | felt it when he touched me. 
His fingers were thick and powerful, but gentle with me at 
the same time. 


He was almost my dad’s age, but he looked incredible. 


And the moment | stepped out the front door on the way to 
this morning’s interview | saw why. 


Cole is on the front yard with Benjamin. Are they doing 
what | think they’re doing? Oh my god, they are. Cole is 
leading Benjamin in some light stretching and it gets even 
better. They’re wearing matching workout outfits. | want to 
run back inside, grab my proper camera and try and take a 
photo of them from the living room. | would really consider 
it, but I’m running late. 


“Morning,” he says as his big body turns sideways as he 
stretches. 


“Morning you two,” | say. Thank god it’s already sunny and 
I’ve got my sunglasses on so I can ogle his body. 


He’s got his legs spread and his right hand on his left thigh, 
with his left hand and arm extended skyward. His tush looks 
incredible from my position. He’s too far away to know 
exactly what I’m looking at so I just continue staring. 


He’s more flexible than | would have expected, especially for 
someone his age and size. | do the mental math, 
remembering he’s two years younger than my dad. My 
dad’s thirty-nine so that makes Cole thirty-seven. Wow, he 
is really proving that age ain’t nothin’ but a number. 


“Good morning, Anna,” little Benjamin says as he performs 
the same stretch as Cole, just in the opposite direction as 
they’re facing each other. 


What an incredible team they are. | don’t know why | didn’t 
see it yesterday. They’re the entire package. Cole’s the 
incredibly handsome guy who’s a little older and without all 
those games guys my age play. Benjamin is the perfectly 
well mannered kid, except for that one moment yesterday. 
The more | think about it, maybe it was my fault. | was ina 


hurry and upset. Maybe | stepped out in front of him. 
Regardless, the kid is too cute and too perfect. 


And something about Cole has really changed, at least the 
way | remember him. He’s always seemed confident, but he 
seems even more so. | can’t put my finger on it, but judging 
by that beautiful, and expensive, car he’s driving he looks 
like he’s found the secret to success. Something might have 
changed for him, and something is definitely going to need 
changing for me. Something like my underwear which is 
dampening already. That was fast. 


“Thanks for the flowers,” | say, focusing in on Cole’s thick 
trunk, which is twisted so far around | wonder if he'll be able 
to put it back. | also wonder if he can twist me like that. 


“You’re welcome,” Benjamin says. | was kind of expecting 
Cole to reply, but | guess they really were from Benjamin. 


“New flower shop around the corner. Think they put it in 
since you went off to college.” 


“Things seem to change so fast these days.” 


“You can say that again,” he says, reaching out his hands to 
Benjamin. He takes Benjamin’s hands and then pulls him 
slightly towards himself and then Benjamin tries to do the 
same. It looks like some sort of tug that supposed to stretch 
your lower back, but what it’s really tugging at are my 
heartstrings. 


“Did Carol come by?” 
“Yes, yesterday evening. She was very nice, and said my 


arm will be fine. You didn’t have to send her, especially for a 
house call.” 


“It was the least | could do. And | still owe you a clean shirt.” 


| laugh inside a little that he calls a blouse a shirt. He’sa 
throwback, a simple kind of guy. 


“You two going for a run?” | say, forgetting I’m running late 
and need to get going, and that I’m stating the obvious. | 
don’t want this encounter to end. | hadn’t seen Cole in 
years before yesterday. | don’t want that to happen again. 


“Yeah, we’re running in the mornings a couple times a week. 
Better before it gets too hot, and the sidewalks are still 
empty at this hour.” 


“Good plan,” | say. 


“Plus it keeps us busy,” he says. Keeps them busy? Doesn’t 
Benjamin have school and Cole have work? 


“Right. Big plans for the day?” Jeez, the strangest things 
are coming out of my mouth. He can surely tell I’m fumbling 
all over myself. 


“We were thinking about going to the beach this afternoon, 
after the markets close.” 


Is he playing the stock market? “That’s at one, right?” 


“Yeah. A nice benefit of being on the West Coast. Workday’s 
finished by lunchtime.” 


“I forgot about that, being in New York for so long.” 


“Don’t tell me you forgot about our beautiful beaches,” he 
Says, moving into a different stretching position, quickly 


followed by Benjamin. 

“That’s one thing | could never forget,” | say. I’m not sure if 
I’m talking about the beaches or the way | can see his back 
muscles rippling through his shirt right now. 

“Why don’t you join us then.” 

“Um.” 

“If you don’t already have plans that is.” 

The option of ice cream and scanning Internet job board 
postings until my eyes are bloodshot doesn’t even compare. 
“Yeah, | should be able to tie up the important stuff before 


then. Sounds fun.” 


“So it’s set,” he says, straightening up and nodding at 
Benjamin. They start off in a jog down the block. 


“See you then,” he calls out over his shoulder. 
| watch the two of them glide away in lockstep. 


“See you then,” | mouth quietly to myself. I’ve got a date 
with Mister Muscles and his gentlemanly sidekick. 


“Everything, okay?” my dad says from the front steps. 
Crap! Did he hear me? 
“Yeah, just saying hello real quick.” 


“You better hurry. Don’t want to be late for your interview.” 


“Definitely not,” | say hurriedly getting in my car and giving 
my dad a wave as | drive off down the block. 


CHAPTER 5 


Cole 
“You go first, buddy.” 


Benjamin nods his head and goes into the bathroom for his 
post-run shower. | go out into the living room and do a 
couple extra push-ups while | wait my turn. 


| need this time to burn off the adrenaline that’s been 
ripping through my veins since this morning. 


I’m stretching in my nylon track shorts and she shows up out 
of nowhere to tease me. The sun at her back making her 
look just like the angel that she is. 


| can’t stop thinking about her. | couldn’t sleep last night, 
just tossing and turning. It’s been an emotional time lately, 
and as much as I want to tell myself she’s just a distraction, | 
know it’s not true. She’s so much more than that. | know 
her father raised her right. The guy is solid as steel. He’s 
the guy who once had a bank error in his favor, just like that 
card in Monopoly, but unlike how it works in the game he 
actually went in and returned it. Ten thousand dollars he 
just gave back. Said it wasn’t right, that someone would be 
looking for it...maybe someone’s grandmother, or someone 
who relies on that money. 


And he raised her the same way. | think back to all the times 
| met her when she was just a kid. Barbecues. Summer 
picnics. Holiday parties. Sure, she was just a kid but she 
was always so well mannered and respectful of everyone. 


But that was then and this is now. She’s still got that same 
way about her, but she’s not a kid anymore. Far from it. 


One seventy-one...one seventy-two...one seventy-three. My 
knuckles are white, but | don’t care as | continue raising my 
body off the floor. My record for fingertip push-ups is one 
eighty-one and that was a good twenty years ago. | know 
I’ve got two hundred in me today. 


| feel the burn in my body, but it doesn’t match the fire in 
my belly for her. My thoughts are only of her as | mindlessly 
push my body towards exhaustion, but it’s not working. | 
feel the tip of my cock push across the floor as | lower 
myself. With all the blood that’s in my chest, arms, and 
shoulders how can there be any left for my rod? 


Because of her there is. 

One ninety-eight...one ninety-nine. | pause at the bottom, 
holding it. It burns until | exhale hard sending my body to 
the top. Two hundred and I’m still hard as a rock. 


“I’m finished, Cole.” 


| look up and see Benjamin standing in front of me. | can’t 
stand up right now. 


“Thanks, buddy. Want to turn on CNBC so we can see what’s 
happening with the markets?” 


“Yeah!” 


It’s the most enthusiasm I’ve seen out of him the last few 
days. The kid is a sponge for knowledge. He runs into the 


other room and | fall flat on my face, reminding myself | 
need to get up before he comes back. 


| push myself from the floor and make my way into the 
bathroom. 


| flip the shower on and slide out of my clothes. 


I’m even harder now than I was when | was working out. Two 
hundred fingertip push-ups in an attempt to burn off the 
crazy amounts of energy she’s giving me. Looking down at 
my dick I can see it obviously didn’t work. 


| squeeze a blob of shampoo the size of a quarter into my 
palm and begin working it into my scalp. Even with the 
water being barely lukewarm it’s already foaming. 


| take a handful and bring it down to my groin, lathering my 
cock, which my hand is firmly wrapped around. | stroke my 
Shaft forward and back, and breathe out hard. 


“General Electric’s up ten percent on analyst expectations,” 
Benjamin yells from the other room. 


“Yeah, and I’m up ten inches on expectations of a certain 
young analyst who’s right next-door,” | mouth quietly. “One 
who we're going swimming with in just a couple hours.” 


| look down at my rod. As much as | want to unload the 
cannon now, so I’m not spending the entire afternoon hiding 
hard-ons at the beach, | can’t. I know it’s going to be a 
Shallow victory...not a victory at all actually. There’s no 
substitute for the real thing, and the real thing can only be 
her. 


CHAPTER 6 


Anna 


| stand in my room trying to pick out a swimsuit. Nothing 
looks right and I’m wishing | hadn’t been so stressed out 
lately. Stress leads to bad eating habits, which leads to me 
stressing even more right now when | have to choose a suit 
and nothing seems right. 


| decide to play it as safe as | can. A modest one piece in 
black will have to do, but what does a girl really wear when 
she’s out with a guy who’s a USDA Certified Grade A Hottie? 
“Want to go for a coffee,” my dad says from downstairs. 


“No thanks, dad. lIl pass.” 


“Sure? There’s a new spot that just opened up. They’ve got 
some of those Vietnamese iced coffees you love so much.” 


“Thanks, but l'Il pass.” 
“Okay. Your loss.” 


My upper teeth rake across my lower lip. | imagine the taste 
of a cold, sweet Vietnamese iced coffee right about now, but 
it’s definitely a no-go. Hopefully dad will be a go though, as 
in go to the shop by himself so | can slip out. 


A couple minutes later | hear the front door shut, and | 
breathe a sigh of relief. With dad at the coffee shop a quick 
escape will be easy. 


It’s just a few minutes after one and I’m expecting Cole 
anytime now, but I’m not expecting to find my dad on the 
couch when | go bounding down the stairs to the living 
room. 


“Going somewhere?” he asks. 


“I thought coffee was in your plans,” | say, leaving myself a 
way out with my sentence structure. 


“Coffee is in the plan. Want to go? | can cancel the drip | 
just started.” 


“Oh, | thought | heard the door shut. | thought you went to 
that new place.” 


“No, | just saw Cole packing up his car and went out to say 
what’s up. He was back inside by the time | stepped out.” 


“Oh ee 


“Speaking of packing, it looks like you’re packed and ready 
to go somewhere.” 


“Yeah, | was thinking of heading to the beach.” 

“Don’t you have job searching to do?” 

“I could use a break. | was up all night.” | conveniently 
forget to mention the reason | couldn’t sleep was that | was 
thinking about Cole when | should have been looking for 


gainful employment. 


“Hot date?” 


“No, nothing like that.” 
“Okay, well have fun.” 


“Thanks,” | say and slide out the door before | get any more 
questions. 


“Oh, Anna!” my dad calls out. 

| cringe and stick my head back inside the door. 

“Yeah?” 

“I heard Cole’s looking for a babysitter. If you have any 
friends that might be interested you might want to send 
them his way.” 


“Okay. Thanks. l'Il keep it in mind.” 


“I’m doubt that it’s permanent, but it could be a little extra 
spending money for summer.” 


“Right. Okay, talk to you later.” 


My dad takes a sip of his coffee and raises his eyebrows at 
me in that way guys say good-bye without actually saying 
anything. But my dad’s already said enough. 


Cole’s looking for a babysitter? | need a real job, but then 
again | need a lot of things right now, and judging from the 
knots in my stomach Cole is at the top of the list. 


CHAPTER 7 


Anna 


“Drop something?” Cole says as | reach down to the 
floorboard in front of my seat, pretending to look for 
something as we pull out of the driveway. 


“No, it’s just right here,” | say, hiding my hair tie in the palm 
of my hand waiting for the moment | pretend to find it. 


The car stops. Cole’s being a gentleman and not moving 
until | find it, but that’s exactly what | don’t want right now. 


“I got it,” | say, pulling my body up, but sliding my legs 
forward. | want to stay as low as possible as we pass my 
house. If my dad sees me | know Cole’s phone will be 
ringing right away. 


Cole finishes backing up before switching gears and taking 
us forward...and right past my house. | lean forward and 
fiddle with my backpack in-between my legs. 


“Everything okay down there?” He turns and smiles at me. 
“Yeah, just getting situated.” 


Luckily he doesn’t stop this time, but my heart is still 
pounding inside my chest. Oh how | wish | could sit in the 
back seat where California allows tinted back and rear 
windows, but Benjamin is under thirteen years old so there’s 
no way we’d ever think of endangering him. 


We're down the block and | breathe a well-deserved sigh of 
relief as | look in my side mirror just in time to catch my dad 
stepping outside. What a close call, but we’re gone now. As 
long as my dad doesn’t call Cole’s cell phone I’m good-to-go. 


“Ready for some air?” Cole says as we sit at a light in the 
turn lane for The 1. 


| smile remembering how back here in California we refer to 
our highways almost as living, breathing beings. The 5. The 
405. The 1. The 1 of course being PCH. PCH being Pacific 
Coast Highway, the most magical stretch of highway in the 
entire United States. 


“I’m ready,” | say, and the top of Cole’s Maserati glides back 
effortlessly. 


| lean sideways and look into the back seat so | can see how 
our little passenger is doing. 


Benjamin is looking adorable with his swim trunks already 
on. He’s got on a tank top and he’s wearing Ray-Ban 
Wayfarers that are way too big for his cute little head. He’s 
in complete contrast to Cole. 


Cole is practically bigger than his seat, and he makes 
everything around him look small, including me, which | 
really enjoy. He may have a convertible, but it’s still a man’s 
car, and judging by the looks of things a very, very rich 
man’s car. 


His posture is straight and erect as his arm extends to the 
manual transmission gearbox. As the light turns green he 
pulls it down into second and we take the turn effortlessly. | 
watch his fingers and hand as he works the stick shift 
through the gears as we pick up speed. | can’t help but 


imagine it’s my hand, but in my fantasy it’s not a stick shift 
I’m holding. 


“How does the pier sound?” he asks. 


“Sounds great. | haven’t been there since the Farmers 
Market years ago.” 


| love Malibu. There are celebrity sightings galore, plus 
great restaurants and plenty of other things to do. My 
girlfriends and | used to come and watch the surfers, but 
today there’s only one guy l'Il be watching. Make that one 
man. 


And even though he is a man, it doesn’t feel strange to me 
at all. I’m used to guys around my own age, but he’s just so 
relaxed, fit, and in control that it puts me at ease. | actually 
feel more comfortable with a guy who’s thirty-seven years 
old than I do with a guy who’s my own age of twenty-one. 
Go figure. 


But it’s not the age difference that makes it work. It’s him. 
He carries his age so well, which is why he doesn’t really 
carry it at all. That California tan makes him look more 
experienced, more knowledgeable, and worldlier. And I’m 
not the only one who notices. 


We pull up to a stoplight and a bright red BMW pulls up next 
to us. There are four platinum blonde Barbie look-a-likes 
and they’re doing everything they can to get Cole’s 
attention. The girl in the front is practically hanging out of 
the car as she twirls her hair around her finger. The one in 
the back has a bra on that’s got her fake tits pushed up so 
high she could eat off of them, or at least star in her own 
porno over in the San Fernando Valley. 


| look over and realize that we’re centered in our lane, but 
this car full of girls is over the line and into ours. 


| hear Malibu Barbie’s bubble gum snap, but Cole is no 
bleach blonde Malibu Ken. He doesn’t even give them the 
time of day. 


“How's the job search going?” he says, leaning to his right, 
and away from his window to talk to me. 


The girls give a bitter face and then the light turns green. 
“Your loss!” they yell, but Cole is totally oblivious, because 
he’s focused entirely on me. | can see his eyes through his 
Ray-Ban Aviators, and they’re locked on mine. He’s looking 
at me so intently it’s like the fate of the world depends on 
my answer. 


“It’s okay. It’s a tough market out there, so it’s going to take 
a little longer than expected.” 


“If you need any help, let me know,” he says, before looking 
back at the road in front of him as he pulls away from the 
light. He’s straightened up in his seat now that we're in 
motion again. | like that he’s a safe driver. It makes me feel 
protected and assured, and | know Benjamin appreciates it 
too. 


“Thanks. Are you working in finance these days?” I’m eager 
to find out what he’s been up to since | left for college. 


“Yes and no. | still follow the markets pretty closely, but I’m 
not nearly as active as | was the last few years.” 


“Market conditions change?” | ask, hoping I’m not prying. 


“Not so much the market, but me. My life has changed a 
lot.” 


“Got ya,” | say, leaving it open for him to decide whether we 
continue down this conversation path or not. He doesn’t as 
we pull into a parking spot. 

“Hungry?” Cole asks. 


“lam actually. Skipped breakfast.” 


“Perfect. | know just the spot.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Anna 


Cole takes us to this amazing spot right along the water. | 
didn’t even know it existed, and | used to read a lot of 
reviews of new restaurants in L.A. Maybe it’s new. It’s gota 
perfect beachy vibe. It’s quaint and | absolutely adore it. 


“Excuse me for one second,” Cole says. “Would you mind 
keeping an eye on Benjamin?” 


“Of course not.” 


“Thanks,” he says, before making his way towards the 
bathroom. 


The waiter arrives not more than ten seconds after Cole 
disappears. 


“May | bring you some drinks, Madame?” | look at his 
nametag and see “Jean-Paul.” Wow, he picked a French 
place. 


“Can | please have a sparkling water?” 
“Certainly. And for your husband?” 


“Oh he’s not...he’s not...going to start with alcohol either. 
He'll have a water also.” 


“And for you, monsieur?” he says, looking at Benjamin. 


“May | please have an orange juice?” 


“You certainly may,” he says. “lIl be right back with your 
drinks.” 


| watch as Benjamin opens his little beach backpack and 
digs through it. He pulls out a bottle of sunscreen and a 
fisherman’s hat, causing my heart to melt. Just when | think 
he can’t be any cuter, he squirts some sunscreen into his 
palm and rubs it around all over his face. He stops before 
announcing, “I'll just be right here.” 


| was wrong. He could get even cuter. 
“Can you come here real quick, first?” | ask. 
“Am | in trouble?” he asks. 


“No, no, no...nothing like that. It’s just that some of the 
sunscreen didn’t get rubbed in.” 


“Oh, okay. Thank you,” he says as | work the sunscreen into 
his face after he moves in front of me. There are globs 
everywhere and | just want to reach forward and hug him he 
looks so cute. | get him all straightened out before giving 
him a pat on the behind, sending him on his way. 


My eyes open wide, as | catch myself. I’m probably out of 
line giving him a pat like that, but he didn’t seem to mind at 
all. It just came so naturally for me, and he’s already off 
working on a sandcastle no more than ten yards from our 
table. 


“| see Benjamin’s having fun.” I turn to see Cole settling 
back in next to me. 


“Yeah, he’s such a cute kid.” 


“He’s a great kid. I’ve never seen a little guy that well 
mannered. | know | certainly didn’t have my energy levels 
under control at that age. | was a terror on two wheels.” 


Cole laughs. 
“What?” 


“It just occurred to me that that’s how you and | got properly 
acquainted after all these years. He ran into you, so | guess 
he can be a terror on two wheels too. Maybe we're more 
alike than | realize.” 


“Your drinks, sir,” the waiter says. “A water for you,” he says, 
setting down Cole’s water. “An orange juice for the young 
man,” as he places the orange juice down. | feel my pulse 
quicken, and my anxiety is confirmed as he says, “And for 
your wife.” 


“Thank you,” Cole says. 
The waiter disappears to the back room. 


“Well, | thought | was coming for the seafood, but | guess | 
got more than | was expecting.” 


| blush. 
“To my wife,” Cole says, cutting the tension slightly with his 
joke as he offers a toast. He seems totally at ease with the 


humor of the situation, and it helps in relaxing me as well. 


| smile awkwardly at first, but | can’t hold back my real smile 
when I see he’s just taking the whole wife thing and running 


with it. “Um...to...her?” 


Our glasses clink and the cool water refreshes us on a warm 
summer's day. 


“Benjamin seems to be enjoying himself,” he says, turning 
his head slightly to keep an eye on him. 


“Yeah, he’s a good kid.” 
“Excellent kid actually.” 


| have so many questions, but I’m not sure where to start. 
Most of my questions are for Cole, but | have a few that | 
can’t deny are for myself. 


Why am l falling for this guy so fast? 
That’s the most pressing and most obvious one. 
“Will he stay with you, or go to his grandparents?” 


Cole turns slightly to look at me, before turning back to keep 
an eye on Benjamin, who has moved further back from the 
shoreline and is just a few feet from us now. Cole is doing a 
great job not letting him out of his sight except for when | 
watched after him when Cole went to the bathroom. 


| look around and see kids everywhere. They’re running 
around out of control. Some are playing with their food. 
Most parents don’t even seem to notice them, but not Cole. 
He’s watching Benjamin like a hawk, and as much as I'd like 
those eagle eyes of his on me, I’m impressed that he’s 
committed to Benjamin’s safety. | know it’s much, much 
more important that he watches Benjamin closely and I’m 
happy with the glances he gives me in-between. 


“Yes. I’ve already started the paperwork. | should have him 
in just a couple weeks.” 


“Wow. | didn’t know it was possible to do it so quickly.” 


“I’m very fortunate to know some nice people who can help 
me speed up the process.” 


Judging by the type of restaurant we’re in, the kind of car he 
drives, and just about everything about Cole, | can see he’s 
the type of guy that others would gravitate towards. 


“Do you enjoy the ocean?” he says, calmly changing the 
subject. But I’m anything but calm as he reaches forward to 
take a drink, his arm grazing mine. 


| look down at my arm with my peripheral vision. I’ve got 
goose bumps already, and to make matters worse as he 
leans back in his chair | feel his thigh brush against my 
knee. It’s not like he’s trying to tease me. | don’t think so at 
least. It’s just that he’s such a huge guy and he takes up so 
much space, at least that’s what | tell myself. 


“I do. | was a swimmer in high school. | practiced in the 
ocean from time to time.” 


“Really?” 
“Yeah. Two hundred freestyle.” 


“That a great idea to train in the ocean. You have the added 
tide to swim against.” 


“Thanks for reminding me,” | laugh, remembering how tough 
some of those training sessions were. 


“Did you enjoy it?” 

“Yeah, it was a nice way to stay in shape and make friends.” 
“Health and relationships. Two of the three building blocks.” 
“What’s the third?” 

“Wealth.” 


He says it in a calm way. He’s not bragging, he’s just very 
matter-of-fact. 


“Because with wealth we can better take care of our health, 
and it gives us the chance to spoil the people who are 
important to us. It’s an opportunity to let them know how 
much we appreciate them.” 


| narrow my brow, not sure how | feel about that comment. 
“What do you mean?” 

“PIIL give you an example. A personal one.” 

“Okay.” 


“When | was younger my sister had protruding ears. They 
were very noticeable. She got teased a lot. It took me 
awhile to understand there were only so many bullies | could 
put in their place over the course of a single day. But it 
wasn’t even about that. | wanted my sister to feel good 
about herself. | wanted to give her what she wanted, and | 
knew if only | could do that, then not only would the 
bullying stop, but her self-esteem would improve as well. | 
needed money to do that.” 


“But weren't you too young?” 


“That’s the great thing about being young. | was naive. | 
thought | could make enough money. | thought it was my 
job as her older brother.” 


“Isn’t that your parents’ responsibility?” 

“Probably, and not necessarily at the same time. | never saw 
it that way. | saw it as my responsibility to help those who 
were close to me.” He takes a sip of water, but doesn’t finish 
the story. Now I’ve got to know. 

“Were you able to get the procedure for your sister?” 

“| was able to, thankfully.” 

“Did she feel more confident afterwards?” 

“Well fortunately my sister is a strong woman. Self-belief is 
something she developed right about that time in her 
childhood, and it’s stayed with her ever since. She took all 
that negative energy from being bullied and channeled it. 
By the time | made enough money to get her braces, she 
said she’d rather use the money to help other people. She 
said she’d actually grown stronger thanks to everything that 
happened, and didn’t care what people said anymore.” 

“So what happened?” 

“I gave her the money and she refused it.” 


“She refused it?” 


“Yes, she had raised enough in the same amount of time.” 


“So she got her ears fixed?” 

“She said after struggling for that long, she learned to like 
the difference. She said by that point she realized there was 
never anything wrong with them.” 

“What did she do with the money?” 


“She started a program for inner city kids here in LA 
instead.” 


“How did | not hear about this?” 

“She doesn’t talk about it much.” 

“I've never heard of it.” 

“Just the way she likes it.” 

“Cole!” aman says coming up from behind us quickly. 

Cole stands to greet him with a handshake, only taking his 
eyes of Benjamin for a fraction of a second to make eye 


contact with the man. 


| recognize him instantly. He’s one of those actors you know 
you've seen, but you can’t put your finger on where. 


And that’s just it with Cole. | can’t put my finger on this 
guy. Who is this guy who does things with my dad? Why 
are there so many things about him and his family that | 
don’t know about, but want to? And why can’t | stop 
thinking about him? 


CHAPTER 9 


Cole 


“I like to surf when I get the chance,” | say as we walk along 
the beach after lunch. 


Benjamin made friends with an older couple’s golden 
retriever at the restaurant and now he’s walking him along 
the beach just in front of us. It gives us time to hang back 
and get to know each other better. 


And speaking of better, Benjamin has been acting a lot 
better ever since that incident with Anna. He was out of 
control a few days before, smashing things and yelling at 
me. | can definitely understand why, but there’s something 
about Anna’s presence that’s definitely soothing to him. It’s 
uncanny. It would be easy to just chalk it up to having a 
woman around, but it’s definitely not that. His grandma 
couldn’t control him during his visit, and the nanny she 
hired lasted less than an afternoon with him. 


When we finished lunch, Benjamin tagged Anna and then 
took off down the beach. She playfully took off after him. 
They were like peas in a pod. | watched them for a good 
twenty minutes while a few old friends came up to say hello 
as | stood in the sand. 


It’s great to see him getting along with other people, and it’s 
also perfect that Anna seems to enjoy playing with him. 


Last night when I put him to bed he asked me if Anna was 
my girlfriend. Am I making it that obvious? Is it written all 


over my face? 

“I’ve never tried surfing before,” she says. 
“Never?” 

“Not once, can you believe it?” 


“Being that you’re from California, | can’t actually. What’s 
stopped you before?” 


“Promise you won’t laugh?” 
“I'll try not to.” 
“The water is too cold. You’re laughing!” 


“I’m smiling, but I’m not smiling at you, I’m smiling with 
you.” 


“| don’t believe you.” 


“It’s true. | had the same problem when | started. Then | 
bought a wetsuit and everything changed.” 


“That would definitely help, but what about those times 
when you're just sitting on the board waiting? If I’m moving 
around | think | would be fine, but it’s the potential for those 
long periods where you’re sitting around that worry me.” 


“| just paddle around if that happens. It usually keeps me 
warm. If it’s the summer months and sunny you won’t be 
cold even if you’re sitting. You might even see dolphins.” 


“I would love that. What about falling down? It looks 
dangerous.” 


“It’s safe when you’re in shallow water and the waves are 
small. Plus the water’s getting warmer.” 


“Not that warm.” 

“PIL show you,” | scoop her up and carry her to the 
Shoreline. I’m facing down the beach so | can still keep an 
eye on Benjamin, who’s having the time of his life with Max, 
his newfound furry friend. 


“No! No!” she playfully screams as we reach the water’s 
edge. 


| lower her back down to the sand, but | don’t want to let go. 
She fits in my arms. She belongs there. We're having fun, 
and | want to continue having fun, but I can’t get too carried 
away, at least not yet. | don’t even know if she told her dad 
she’s out with me. 

“Want to take your shoes off and try?” | ask. 

“Okay, but just my toes.” 


“Deal,” | say. 


She quickly slides out of her shoes and stands there staring 
at the water, reconsidering her decision. 


“It’s not that bad,” | say. “I promise. Here,” | say, quickly 
removing my shoes and offering her my free hand. 


She doesn’t even think twice, placing her hand in mine. | 
like how it happened so naturally. 


“On three, ready?” 


“Not so fast!” 


“One...two...three,” | say and | step forward but she stays 
put. 


We both laugh, and | actually bend over I’m laughing so 
hard. She got me good, but then she takes a big step 
forward before letting out an, “Aaaaaah. It’s cold!” 


She backs up and takes off running for higher ground. | take 
off after her. I’m going to catch her and I’m going to get her 
hand in mine again, and the next time I’m not going to let 
her go. 


She fakes me out to the left and then to the right before | 
quickly wrap her up. I watch as Benjamin looks at us, 
smiling. He waves and | lift one hand from the light hug | 
have her in and wave back to Benjamin. 


Splash! 


A wave hits us about waist high and throws her off balance. 
| grab her quickly. Benjamin’s still well above the water line, 
but now we're soaked. 


Her makeup is messed up, but it doesn’t matter. She still 
looks incredible. As crazy as it sounds | want to see her like 
this. Free, uninhibited, and natural. She’s gorgeous when 
she’s happy, and that’s how I want her to be all the time. 


“Are you Okay?” 
“Yeah, I’m fine,” she says. | look down at her and | can’t 
resist. | lean forward and kiss her. | feel an electricity shoot 
through me. l’ve never felt anything like this before in my 


entire life. And it’s that moment we have our first kiss that 
I’m absolutely sure. I’m going to do whatever it takes to 
make her mine. 


CHAPTER 10 


Anna 
“This is your house?” | say. 
“Yep. Let me show you the shower.” 


| follow him to the master bedroom. The view is incredible, 
and not just of him from behind. He doesn’t have a house. 
He has a palace. How did he ever keep this so private from 
everyone? | mean, it’s nice that he’s successful, but it’s 
even nicer that he’s been so modest about it. 


We walk into the master bathroom. He’s got a shower, a 
separate tub, and what looks like the door to a steam room. 


“I'll set some dry clothes on the sink.” 
“Thanks,” | Say. 


He doesn’t move. He’s just standing there looking down at 
me with that intense gaze of his. | haven’t seen it enough 
because he’s focused on keeping his eyes on Benjamin so 
much, but not now. | have his full attention, and | can see 
that he’s sporting a flagpole in his pants and it’s flying at 
full mast. 


| can hear a video game downstairs, and know Benjamin’s 
fully engrossed on slaying the dragon and saving the 
princess. 


“I should go get those clothes,” he says, still not moving. 


| say nothing. We both know this is so wrong, but 
everything about it feels so right. 


That kiss we shared on the beach was just enough to wet my 
appetite. It was too short, and now | only want to feel his 
lips on mine again. 


His hand reaches out to me and his first few fingers gently 
slide down my forearm. 


“Your skin’s so soft.” 


The way he touches me has my head spinning, and | want to 
tell him just the effect he’s having on me. The only problem 
is the way I feel when he touches me is so intense | literally 
can’t move my lips to speak. 


And | don’t need to. 


“I can’t take this anymore,” he says, as | feel his hand slide 
around behind me pulling me into him as his lips come to 
mine. We're kissing again, but it’s not like the first kiss we 
shared on the beach, it’s deeper and | want him right now. | 
want him here. 


| reach for his arms, but my hands land on his abs. He’s so 
wide. So powerful. So thick. I run my hands along his 
stomach, feeling the ripples in his shirt as his other hand 
finds the back of my head. | feel his fingertips run along my 
scalp as he gently massages the back of my head. His hand 
continues its way down to my neck, while his erection 
continues its way forward pressing into my stomach. 


“I want you,” | Say. 


“I want you,” he says, grasping for my dress. | lift my arms 
and he pulls it up over my head. 


He grabs the bottom of his shirt. We never got to go for that 
swim, since we got wet before, so now I’m finally going to 
see his incredible body. 

He pulls the shirt, and as it hits the half way point— 


“Cole!” 


He slides backward, dropping his shirt and looking through 
the door. 


“Yes, buddy.” 


| grab for my dress and scramble to put it back on, tiptoeing 
into the shower trying to hide. 


“Can | have some ice cream?” 

“After dinner, Benjamin.” 

“Just a little?” 

Cole’s hand is still on my side of the wall, hidden from 
Benjamin’s view. He leans forward into the doorjamb, 
grabbing the sides with both hands. 

“Okay, just a little,” | hear him say. 

His body is leaning forward through the door and suddenly 


he lets go, as he quickly flashes a thumbs up that only | can 
see. 


My eyes close and | breathe a sigh of relief as | hear them 
walking away. 


“Where’s Anna?” Benjamin says, and my eyes shoot open 
again. 


“She’s still here.” 

“Do you like her?” Benjamin asks. 

My ears perk up, as | hear them bounding down the steps 
together. | hear big footsteps mixed in with the little ones, 


but through the commotion | hear Cole loud and clear. 


“I like her very, very much.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Cole 


“Hey guys,” Anna says coming down the stairs. She’s 
managed to find one of my white T-shirts and my gray 
Sunday sweatpants. | just want to grab her and spend the 
rest of the evening with her on the couch, but I can’t. 


“You found some clothes.” 
“I hope it’s okay?” 


“More than okay. | like what you picked out.” | try to keep 
my compliment simple since Benjamin’s right there, but it’s 
not easy. | want to tell her how incredible she looks. It 
doesn’t matter if she’s dressed up like she was for that 
interview or in a simple spring dress like she was today for 
the beach. She looked like a million bucks even after that 
wave hit her and she looks like a billion bucks right now in 
the simplest clothes | have in my house. She’s a stunner no 
matter what she’s got on, and that body of hers is absolutely 
gorgeous when she takes her clothes off. 


| can’t stop thinking how she looked in her bra and panties. 
How | was so close to ripping those off and seeing what was 
underneath. How | was so hard for her, the girl who lives 
next door to the house | grew up in. How crazy is that? But 
I’m the one who's crazy...crazy for her. 


But everything’s different now. I’ve got a son. It will be 
official soon and it’s a whole different kind of responsibility. 


A kind of life that | welcome with open arms, but it changes 
everything. 


“One second,” | say when my phone rings. 


“Hey. Uh huh. Right. | understand. No problem. Thanks for 
letting me know.” I hang up the phone. 


“Is everything okay?” 

“Yes and no.” 

“Anything | can do to help?” 

I’m not sure | want to ask her. She’s got other things to do, 
but | saw the way she bonded with Cole earlier today. | can 
see he likes her and | know she enjoyed her time alone with 
him. 

“My babysitter for tonight just cancelled.” 


“Oh. Do you need me to help out?” 


“Maybe not you, specifically, but maybe you know 
someone.” 


“I can do it. It’s no problem. | would enjoy it actually.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“Totally sure. We'll have a blast. We can watch movies and 
have some of that ice cream, right Benjamin?” 


“Right,” he says. He smiles and | know they’ll make a great 
team while I’m away. 


“If you don’t mind then I'd definitely be happy to have your 
help.” 


“Just tell me what | need to do.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Cole 


| wrap up my dinner meeting with a few potential investors 
who are interested in getting involved in trading foreign 
currencies. They want to just hand over the cash, but I’m 
not interested. | met with them out of courtesy. They’re 
friends of a good friend. 


It’s funny. A few years ago | would have been all over this 
arrangement, but tonight it’s not even a blip on my radar. 
Partly because I’ve become financially independent these 
last few years, but the real reason is all | can think about is 
getting back home to Anna and Benjamin. 


Everyone leaves and | go to the restroom, Knowing I’m on 
the road and out of here in under a minute. | come out of 
the restroom and see one of the people | just had dinner 
with not so casually hanging around the entrance. 


“There you are,” she says. 


“Hey. It was good to see you again,” | say nodding and 
continuing past her, but she slides in to block me. 


“You know, Cole. There are some other things | was hoping 
we might be able to discuss this evening.” 


“I’m sorry, but | really have to get going,” | tell her and move 
to go around her but she slides back in front of me again. 
I’m thirty-seven years old and she’s a few years younger 
than me, but suddenly we're playing a kids game in an 


upscale restaurant. | don’t like the position I’m in, and I’m 
ready to fix it fast without causing a scene. 


“I was just leaving too, and | was thinking that since | did 
have a glass of wine | probably shouldn’t drive home. Would 
you mind...escorting me?” 


“I can’t,” I say. “I can call you a cab though.” 


She leans towards me, “If you want to come back to my 
house l'Il make it very worth your while.” 


She reaches to put her arm around me, but | pivot off the 
ball of my foot and spin right out of her attempted grasp. 
She takes a step forward and practically hugs an oversized 
flowerpot. I’m out the door before she knows it and handing 
the valet a twenty. 


| can’t get home quick enough. My fingers tap on the top of 
the steering wheel and my heel taps the floorboard in 
rhythm. 


| realize how much I’ve changed with Anna. Growing up | 
had a crush on that girl, but nothing ever happened. She 
practically threw herself at me tonight, and | couldn’t wait to 
get out of there, and back to the girl | really wanted. | don’t 
know a single guy in the city who would turn down that 
woman from the restaurant. Except for one. Me. She’s been 
on billboards up and down Sunset Strip advertising luxury 
products. You can’t miss her face across the city these last 
two years. She’s the hottest ticket in town, but not for me. 


There’s only one girl | want and I’m counting down the 
minutes until I’m back with her. I’m going crazy at the 
stoplight waiting for the green. Seconds suddenly seem like 
hours. Minutes seem like days. 


| always enjoyed the single life, nothing holding me back. 
No one or nothing to tie me down, but with Anna it’s not like 
that. | don’t want to go on another date in my life, except 
for all the ones I’m planning with her. The only tying down | 
want is her tied to my bed. And better yet | don’t want to tie 
her down, | can see myself locking her down. Taking her off 
the market as quickly as | can. She’s the one. Call me 
crazy, but | know. She’s the one for me. There was never 
any woman that made me feel this way. I’ve got it bad, and 
I’ve never felt so good. 


“Yee-haw!” | yell out my window. The driver in the lane next 
to me looks at me like I’m crazy and changes lanes. | don’t 
care. This feels great, and it’s going to be perfect the 
moment | walk in that door and see her face again. 


CHAPTER 13 


Anna 
“Do you see it?” Benjamin asks me. 
| scan the Connect Four grid. 
“You got me,” | say, realizing he’s just won. 
“Connect four!” 
As much as | love kids, | always thought that boys around 
five were just really rambunctious and a lot of work. 
Benjamin seems to be the opposite. 
| get up from the couch and stretch. 
“More pop—“ 


| look at him and he’s already dozing off. | guess a popcorn 
refill will have to wait for another time. 


The beach must have tired the little guy out. He’s not that 
big yet so | slide in trying to pick him up, quickly realizing 
I’m not quite that strong. 

“Benjamin,” | whisper in his ear. 


“Huh?” 


“Bed time.” 


“I'm...not...tired,” he says, getting a big smile from me. 


“Okay. Let’s just go upstairs then and see what other games 
are in your closet.” 


“O Kay. ” 


| take him by the arm and help him upstairs. By the time we 
reach his bedroom door it doesn’t take much to get him 
diverted to the bathroom where he brushes his teeth before | 
guide him back to his bedroom. By that point all | have to 
do is keep him moving, which I do, leading him right into a 
face-plant onto his little twin bed. Luckily he’s already in his 
pajamas so | just move the covers a little and he’s all set for 
the night. 


| head back downstairs and pinch myself over how much fun 
I’m having. | always enjoyed going out in New York City, but 
surprisingly I’m really enjoying this quiet night in, especially 
now when | compare it to my college nights that kept me out 
well past midnight. 


| look through a stack of movies next to the TV and find a 
few with titles | don’t recognize. | pop one in, and recognize 
an A-list star on screen, but can’t place the movie. Suddenly 
a subtitle appears that says, “For Your Consideration Only.” | 
Google the actor’s name and see some pictures from this 
movie on IMDB. This movie isn’t due out for another three 
months. 


“He’s getting screening copies for the Oscars. Is he a 
judge?” | mumble to myself. 


Just then the door flies open. 


“Speak of the devil,” | say. 


“And the devil is excited to see his little angel,” Cole says. 
“How was your meeting?” 

“AS quick as possible.” 

“Come again?” 

“| wrapped it up as quickly as | could and came back home.” 
| look at the clock. “Oh yeah, you are early. | didn’t notice.” 
“You didn’t miss me?” 

“Of course | did,” | say, holding out my arms and motioning 
with my hands for him to come to me. “It’s just that | was 
having so much fun with Benjamin.” 

“What did you two do?” 

“We played games and made popcorn.” 

“It sounds like I really missed out on the fun.” 

“You sure did.” 

“But we can have some fun of our own.” 

“Grown up fun?” 

“Adults only,” he says wrapping those strong arms of his 


around me and lifting me up off the ground as he plants his 
lips squarely on mine. 


He scoops me up and carries me to the couch. It doesn’t 
take long before he’s got my T-shirt off and he’s working on 
my bra, which | was able to wash and dry since we got back 
from the beach. 


He slides his hands inside my sweats and | feel my panties 
pooling. I’m wet and ready to go. 


“Cole?” 

He looks up from his horizontal position. “Yes, Benjamin.” 
“I’m thirsty.” 

“Okay, l'Il bring you some water.” 

| try to lower myself into the couch cushions as much as | 
can. Thankfully the back of the couch is in a position to just 
barely block Benjamin’s view from above. | wish now | would 
have put a little less salt on the popcorn. 

“You can go back to bed, buddy. I’m coming.” 

Benjamin must be frozen in place at the top of the stairs, as 
little kids do when they’re tired. They just don’t move, and 
I’m guessing that’s the case with Benjamin, but | don’t dare 
look over the top of the couch to see. 

Cole’s back in less than five minutes. “Where were we?” 
“We were about to-” 


Ding-dong 


“Who can that be?” 


“You want to check?’ 

“No. Probably just an aggressive door-to-door salesman.” 
“At this hour?” 

“Some of them will try anything.” 

Cole starts kissing me, and his lips feel incredible. 

“You taste like salt and butter.” 

“Oh, sorry, | can brush my—” 

His finger comes up to my lips, silencing me. 

“And you taste delicious.” 

| smile and he kisses me again, this time using his tongue. | 
do the same tasting the meat from his dinner mixed with 
what tastes like olive oil. | don’t know who tastes better, 
him or me. 

Ding-dong. Knock. Knock. Knock. 


“Cole! Open up! I know you're in there.” 


“It’s your dad!” 


CHAPTER 14 


Cole 
| straighten myself out, and head to the door. 
What in the world is Corey doing here at this hour? 
“Hey, Corey. What’s happening?” 


“Cole! Buddy!” Corey says stumbling through the front door 
and into my arms. 


“Whoa there, cowboy. Have we been drinking?” 
“Just a couple,” he says and | turn him in my arms so he’s 
facing back towards the door. It gives Anna just enough 


time to make a run for it. 


| hear footsteps on the stairs. She’s going for the master 
bedroom. Perfect. 


“Anna, can | have another water?” | hear Benjamin say from 
upstairs. 


Shit! Benjamin’s awake. 
“Anna? Why are you talking about Anna?” Corey asks. 


“Not Anna, Corey. You’re going to have a haaannngover 
tomorrow.” 


“Nah. | never get those. | can hold my liquor,” he says right 
before his stomach heaves, but thankfully he keeps 
everything down. 


I’ve got to get him in bed, but where? 

“Did you drive?” 

| pray he’s not going to say yes. “Hell no! | took an Uber. 
Did you know there’s this app that you can download 


to..your...” His speech tails off as he passes out in my arms. 


| put him an a fireman’s carry and take him to the couch. 
Tomorrow morning is going to be interesting. 


CHAPTER 15 


Anna 


Somehow my dad’s up bright and early forcing me to hide in 
Cole’s bedroom until he can give him a lift home. Luckily 
Benjamin is still asleep so I’ve managed to dodge a bullet. 


My phone vibrates and | see a Gmail message has come 
through. | open it and see that PIMCO is interested in 
another interview, but they’re hoping | can do it tomorrow. 
They apologize for the short turnaround time, but | know 
what this means. | need to say yes or I’m probably out of the 
running. 


| put together a professional reply, while sitting on the edge 
of Cole’s bed in my pajamas, and hit send. 


A response comes back just a few minutes later that I’m 
confirmed for 2 p.m. 


| stand up and walk out the French doors on Cole’s balcony. 


I’ve never been in a home with a view like this. The sand is 
directly below and the water isn’t more than a stone’s throw 
in front of me. | can hear the rhythmic waves breaking on 
the soft, sandy shore and suddenly any stress | had starts to 
melt away. 


How incredible is this? 


Cole didn’t even try anything last night, not that | didn’t 
want him to. We just cuddled and talked the entire time. | 


like that, as much as we both want each other, we're also 
connecting mentally just as much as we’re trying to 
physically. He said it was too risky last night. If Benjamin 
got up again it would be a disaster if he somehow figured 
out what we were doing. And if my dad stumbled up the 
stairs it would also be terrible. 


The funniest thing is what we talked about. We geeked out 
about financial markets, math, and analytics. Probably the 
most boring thing in the world for most people, but for us it’s 
fascinating. 


A few of my friends had gotten married just after 
graduation. As much as they enjoyed their husbands and 
being married | just didn’t see that complete spark between 
them. They said they were soul mates, but it always seemed 
like something was missing. It seemed like everything was 
just good enough, and not perfect. After watching them | 
was actually starting to wonder if that’s just how life works. 
There is no perfect, there is only good enough. 


But not anymore. 
Cole is perfect. Everything about him. 


He told me how he got interested in foreign currency 
exchange a few years ago and how he was able to make a lot 
of money buying and selling currencies just before or after 
they got stronger and weaker. 


He was literally a genius when it came to this kind of stuff, 
and the results of his brilliance were evident right where | 
was standing. He paid off the mortgage on the modest 
apartment in Silver Lake where he was living, then discreetly 
moved here, to Malibu. He still spent time at his place in 
Silver Lake when he wanted to be low-key, and he still 


visited his parent’s old house, where his brother and his wife 
had lived, but he never really let on that he’d made so much 
money. | guess the one exception was his Maserati, but nice 
cars are a dime a dozen in L.A. 


He didn’t come right out and say it, but he told me the 
numbers he was working with and the percentage of profits 
he made. Being a finance major it didn’t take me long to do 
the math in my head. Cole was a billionaire...a certified 
billionaire. And that was after taxes. He was Set for life. 


And all | was thinking about is how much better my life had 
become since he came into it. Correction...since Benjamin 
came into it. Benjamin led me to Cole and together the two 
of them are the most incredible dynamic duo ever. 


| always thought that one day I’d have kids of my own, | just 
never imagined they might not be the kind that | bear 
myself. But that didn’t have to be the case, especially with 
the way | was getting along so well with Benjamin. 


And even though | was looking for a job, there was no reason 
| couldn’t start a big family while | pursued my career. 
Plenty of women hold down a corporate job and still raise a 
successful family. Why couldn’t I? 


And although | don’t claim to know anything about being a 
mom | do know one thing. All mom’s work whether you get 
paid or not. 


Working in corporate America may result in a nice paycheck, 
but working aS a mom pays you back in a better way 
entirely. The love of a child and the man you'd do anything 
to spend the rest of your life with, hand in hand, is priceless. 


CHAPTER 16 


Cole 


I’ve never met a woman in my thirty-seven years who really 
understood me the way she does. | have an unusual sense 
of humor, and strange hobbies, but so does she. | was 
resigned to the fact that | just marched to the beat of a 
different drummer, and that’s ok, but | was never going to 
meet a woman who'd be interested in my unusual ways. 


Until her. 


Last night she proved it. We joked about everything. We 
even joked about financial stuff. What couple does that? 


We did. 


We stayed up almost the entire night talking. | can’t 
remember the last time | had so much fun. The funny thing 
was her dad was passed out on my couch just downstairs, 
and we should have been worried about being found out, 
but we totally forgot about him. We were just so focused on 
each other and the fun we were having. 


But as much as | liked all the fun we had, it was nice to see 
other sides of her as well. She’s a really smart girl, sharp as 
a tack. I’ve been thinking about starting my own financial 
services firm, giving back to inner city families. | want to 
teach them how to invest and show them the power of 
compound interest. | hinted at the idea last night and she 
seemed just as excited about it as | was. 


What a perfect fit. We could do it together. Her and I. 

| get out of my car and walk up to my house. I’m excited to 
offer her a job working side by side with me on this new 
project. 


It’s the perfect morning, and I’m ready to surprise her when | 
walk in that door. 


“Hey, good morning.” 
“Morning.” 
“You look like you’re in a hurry.” 


“lam. I’ve got an interview tomorrow and | have to go 
prepare.” 


“Oh.” | say, feeling deflated. “Is Benjamin awake?” 
“No, he’s still sleeping.” 


“Okay. Thanks for staying here while | drove your dad 
home.” 


“No problem. It was my pleasure, but now I’ve got to run.” 


“Okay,” | say as she kisses me quickly on the cheek as she 
rushes out the door. 


So much for my plan. I guess the old saying is true. Life is 
what happens when you're busy making plans. | just got 
reminded of it. 


My phone vibrates in my pocket. 


It’s an invitation for a slumber party tomorrow night. 
Benjamin’s invited. | recognize the family hosting it. Good 
people. | grew up with both parents. 

“Good morning, Cole,” | hear from the top of the stairs. 

“Hey buddy. Get some sleep?” 


“Yes, "m 


“Good, because you'll want to be rested up for tomorrow 
night.” 


“Tomorrow night?” 

“Slumber party at your friend Steven’s place.” 

“Slumber party? At Steven’s!” 

“Yep.” 

“Awesome!” 

| confirm the RSVP, and get to work on setting up an RSVP of 
my own. l'Il have tomorrow night free and | know just where 


and with who I want to spend that time with...and exactly 
what we're going to do. 


CHAPTER 17 


Anna 
Pop! 


The cork pops off the top of the Dom Pérignon, and bubbles 
come out of the top. 


Cole has rented the King Premier Ocean Front room at the 
Malibu Beach Inn. | don’t even want to know how much it 
cost. I’m slightly embarrassed that he spent so much money 
on this evening, but | have to admit | appreciate all the time 
and energy he has put into preparing it. We could be stuck 
in a cardboard box together, but with him | would have the 
time of my life. 


“To your soon to be employment,” he says. 


“Cole, thank you, but | told you it’s just another round of 
interviews. | don’t even know if | made it through.” 


“Oh you made it through all right.” 
“What do you mean?” 


He hands me a champagne flute and we step out onto the 
balcony. 


“What | mean is one way or another you’re going to have a 
job as soon as you want it.” 


“Thank you,” | say looking at him to cheers, before turning 
my gaze back to the ocean. On the one hand, the last thing 
| want to think about right now is work. The ocean breeze is 
perfect across my exposed shoulders, thanks to the top | 
picked out. The water is rolling so slowly | swear it drops my 
blood pressure and anxiety about finding work right away. 
On the other hand it would be good to eliminate all this 
stress of job searching, and start paying my dad back for 
what he did for me. “But I’m not quite sure what you mean.” 


“I found out you were applying at PIMCO. I’ve got a contact 
down there. We met a couple years back on a big trade. 
He’s in charge of the division you’re interviewing with so | 
can speak with him next week when we meet up. We get 
together a couple times a month. Great guy.” 


“That would be incredible if you don’t mind doing that. 
Thank you.” 


“But that’s not all. There are a lot of other firms in L.A. that 
would love nothing more than to have your bright young 
mind come work for them.” 

“Well, the phone’s not exactly ringing off the hook.” 


“I can make that happen.” 


“I'd like to say | can do it on my own, but I can’t deny that a 
little help right now would go a long way.” 


“Just say the word and it’s done, but...there’s something else 
| want to tell you.” 


“There’s more?” 


“Yes, ” 


“Why is there always more when it comes to you,” | say 
leaning in to hug him, and also playfully grab low on his 
thigh as if he penis reaches the top of his kneecap. 
Thankfully it’s not that large, but he’s definitely very, very 
well endowed. 


“When | rushed home the other morning, | was coming with 
news. The news that I want you to work with me.” 


“Work for you?” 

“Work with me, not for me. Big difference.” 

“But I’m not qualified for that.” 

“You're perfectly qualified. | have the contacts and the 
experience, but you have that human _ element...that 
personal touch. I’ve seen the way people warm up to you. | 
mean look at how quickly Benjamin took to you. And it’s not 
just him. You have this way about you. This, how do they 
call itin France? This Je ne sais quoi.” 


“Je ne sais quoi?” 


“A certain way about you. Something special that | can’t put 
into words.” 


“Like charisma?” 
“Sort of, but even more.” 
“You've got to be joking me. | couldn’t sell water to a fish.” 


“But that’s just it. You don’t have that hardened business 
edge, like I’ve fortunately, or unfortunately, developed. 


You're genuine. You're the light to my darkness, but 
together we’re always sunshine to the right crowd. You can 
go into that inner city and show them that we’re genuine. | 
just look like another guy in a suit trying to make a buck.” 


“Are you just trying to make a buck?” 


“No. I’ve made my money. Now it’s time to give back. And | 
need your help.” 


“| don’t know what to say.” 


“Yes would be great,” he says with a sexy smirk. “But you 
don’t have to answer now. You can think about it.” 


“| don’t need to think about it. Yes!” 


“Are you sure? Are you positive this is what you really 
want? I can put you at the top of the pile for other jobs if 
that’s where your heart is.” 


“My heart is with you,” | say, wrapping my arms around him. 
“And with Benjamin.” 


It’s a bold statement, but | don’t care. He’s older and he 
doesn’t play games. He’s direct with me and when he sees 
what he want he doesn’t waste time. He goes for it. And 
he’s going for it right now offering me the opportunity of a 
lifetime, and all I’ve got to do is say yes. And that’s exactly 
what | just did. 


“And my heart is with you,” he says, taking my champagne 
flute from my hand and setting it on the table. “And now I’m 
going to show you just how much,” he says as he leans in to 
kiss me softly, before scooping me up in his arms. 


CHAPTER 18 


Anna 


| feel light as a feather when he gently places me on the 
down comforter on top of our bed. The bed is so soft that it’s 
like I’m floating on a cloud, but this is real. 


“You know the definition of irony?” he says. 

“What’s that?” 

“It’s normally the kids that sneak around on the adults. 
When they’re sixteen trying to find places to make-out, 


drink, and explore without getting caught.” 


“And lately we’ve been sneaking around trying not to get 
caught by a five-year-old.” 


“And up until this point the five-year-old has been winning, 
but not anymore,” he says, backing away and unbuttoning 
his white, fitted, button-down shirt. 

“Definitely not tonight,” | say. 

He takes his shirt off slowly, maintaining eye contact with 
me the whole time. Once it’s off he casually lays it over the 
back of one of the chairs in our room. 


“Not in a rush?” 


“I want to savor every moment of this, from the first to the 
last. I’m going to draw this out until you’re begging.” 


“You think so, do you?” 

“I know so.” 

“We'll see about that.” 

“Yes we will, because | plan on pleasing you all night long.” 
“I'm definitely ready for that.” 


“I can’t wait...to taste your lips, your skin, your pussy. To run 
my hands through your soft, long hair before | slowly drag 
them down your body, teasing you with each passing 
second...having you want me to take my hands lower, and 
deeper. I’m going to move your head to the side and smell 
your neck...that spot right behind your ear to be exact. And 
then I’m going breathe in your scent when you're hot for 
me...when your body goes primal and your mating instincts 
take over. And then I’m going to put my noise right in your 
pussy and breathe in deep as my tongue circles, and turns, 
fighting its way inside...deeper and deeper. And I’m going 
to listen. Listen to your body...to how it responds. Listen to 
your moans and your calls to feel me inside you. And then, 
when | am inside you, I’m going to listen to you scream so 
loud they'll have to send housekeeping to keep you quiet 
even though you’re face down in the pillow, as you become 
the listener.” 


“And what will | hear?” 


“The flesh of my hand against the flesh of your beautiful 
ass. My palm cupping that rotund booty of yours.” 


“Rotund huh?” 


“Very.” 
“You like it don’t you?” 


“You know I do. | like to feel it and | like to look at it, just like 
I’m going to have my eyes on you the entire night. 
Watching your every expression. Seeing how you respond to 
my touch. How you become addicted to me.” 


“And how you become addicted to me.” 


“I already am, and I know you can see it right now in the way 
| look at you. I’ve wanted you since the first second | saw 
you and more and more every second since. And now I’m 
going to have you.” 


“I’m all yours.” 


“Yes...you...are,” he says, lowering himself onto the bed, his 
hands on either side of me. 


His nostrils flare as he breathes in deep as he hovers over 
the top of me. He lowers body down, but doesn’t allow his 
bare skin to touch me. | can almost feel his nose against the 
skin of my neck as he inhales again. “Damn, you smell like 
the sweetest flower...the ultimate woman...and like a woman 
who's ready to get what she came here for.” 


“Am | ever,” | say, as his head readjusts toward my hair, 
taking in my scent again. 


He brings one hand up off the bed and gently runs it 
through the tips of my hair, twisting it at the ends. He 
hasn’t even kissed me yet, yet my senses are going crazy. 
My body is on full alert for what he’s going to do next. 


He slides his index finger under the spaghetti strap of my 
dress and lowers it to the side, making sure not to touch 
me. | feel the thin strap move across and then off my 
shoulder, exposing it. 


He leans in and kisses my shoulder delicately. For a big, 
rough man, he sure has a tender side. | didn’t expect it, but 
am | ever pleased to discover it as he’s discovering every 
little inch of me. 


He leaves my neck and moves his head up to my mouth, not 
quite brushing my lips with his. Damn, | want him, but he’s 
delivering on his promise. He’s driving me crazy. | feel like 
I’m on a roller coaster that only goes up. That anticipation 
of the slow ascent as you hear the “tick,” “tick,” “tick,” of 
the cart on the track before you reach the top and 
experience the shot of adrenaline from the free fall...but 
there’s still a long way up, as he reminds me when he gently 
kisses behind my ear as his other hand finds my face. 


| feel his thumb lightly brush across my cheek as he kisses 
his way down my neck. | exhale hard as my hands reach for 
the sides of his abs. He’s thick like a tree trunk, and full of 
muscle. | reach around to his back and feel his thick lower 
back muscles, realizing | could do pull-ups from his body if 
only | had the strength. But there’s no way that’s happening 
now, mostly because I’m a trembling mess under his control. 


My hands glide along his body coming back to his stomach, 
where I trace the curves of his abs. | stop counting at eight 
abs, and flatten my hands up so I can grab his chest. 


Each side of his chest is bigger than my hands. | run circles 
around his muscles, then bring my hands to his arms, feeling 
the huge muscle definition where his shoulders attach to his 


arms. This man could be bronzed and sold to a museum for 
the same billions he’s earned. He’s that perfect. 


Just when I’m fully focused on his incredible body | get what 
| want most. 


His kiss. 


He’s gently, but his hand wraps around my head pressing 
my face into his ever so slightly. He’s got just the right 
touch, and more of his touch is just what | want. 


He doesn’t disappoint when his hand slides down my side 
before stopping and moving in towards my stomach. 


He turns his hand over and runs the back of his fingertips 
over my stomach causing a feather touch sensation 
throughout my body. 


This man is good. Real good. Too good to be true. 
“I’m ready,” | say, as if the river running between my legs 
wouldn’t be obvious enough if he were to pull my dress up 


right now. But he’s not about to. 


“You're ready when I say you’re ready,” he whispers in a low 
bass of a tone that would make Barry White green with envy. 


But I’m the one who’s envious. I’m envious of his ability to 
control his lust. | know he wants me too, as his erection 
pressing through his jeans reminds me. 


He straightens up and loosens his belt, removing it, but 
placing it beside the bed. 


“Not putting it with the shirt?” 


“I might need it if you’re a bad girl...or even if you’re good.” 

“I’m ready to be bad,” | say. 

“Show me then.” 

“How?” 

He slides off the bed and removes his pants. His socks and 
shoes were gone long ago when we walked along the beach. 


Mine too. 


He pulls a coffee table to the end of the bed. The heights 
match perfectly. 


“On the table.” 
“You want me to—” 


“On the table, | said. You don’t want me to get the belt... 
yet.” 


“I do as I’m told, making sure to brush against him as | move 
past him on the side of the bed.” 


He takes my hand helping me up onto the table, before 
laying back on the bed, his hands behind his head. 


“Take your clothes off, slowly.” 


| reach for the bottom of my dress and move my hips side to 
side as | bring my dress up. 


“Slowly.” 


| slow my pace, moving my arms to get my dress up and 
over my head. 


He’s lying on his back giving me commands, but somehow 
I’m the one who feels powerful. It’s so primal. I’m above 
him. I’ve got what he wants. Scratch that...| am what he 
wants. 


This big, strong, ambitious man wants nothing more than 
me. | feel like I’ve got him right in the palm of my hand, 
until he lifts his hand and moves his finger in a circle, 
motioning for me to turn around. 

| face the wall, with my hands on my hips. 


“Toss the dress.” 


| throw the dress, and although | may not be facing him I can 
feel him watching me. 


“Your ass shook when you did that.” 
“Oh yeah?” 


“Yeah, and | want to jump up and bite into it like the juicy 
apple that it is.” 


“Why don’t you then?” 


“Because I'm still admiring it. Admiring you. Taking a 
mental picture of every little fraction of an inch of you. 
Memorizing every curve. Tracing a mental map of you so 
you can blindfold me tomorrow and | can draw it from 
memory.” 


“You think you can?” 


“I know | can. When I’m done with you l'Il be able to bottle 
up your scent in my mind and call upon it whenever | need 
to. Smell you no matter where | am. That’s how | want you. 
| want to know and own every part of you.” 

| turn and face him. 

“Take off your bra. Slowly.” 


| reach around and unhook my bra, but don’t remove it yet. 


| can see his cock is pushing up his boxer briefs so high that 
the waistband isn’t even making contact with his skin. 


| toss my bra to the side, but keep my hands in place. 
“What do you call that?” 

“A hand bra.” 

“| want to see a no bra.” 


| squeeze my tits and shake them playfully. I’m smiling and 
he’s lusting. 


“Ta da!” | say pulling my hands away quickly holding them 
out to the side high and wide. 


“Fuckin' A perfect. You...are...gorgeous.” 
“Thank you,” | say, feeling a lot better about myself. 


“Panties. Off.” 


| reach for the sides of my panties and slowly lower them to 
the ground. His hand comes from behind his head as he 
rubs it over the top of his scalp, still watching me like I’m the 
most interesting thing in the world. 


| stick my ass out behind me and slide my panties down, 
before stepping out of them. 


Here | stand, completely naked while he looks at me. 
“Damn girl, you are a work of art. Now come here!” 


| step forward onto the bed and he leans forward, quickly 
grabbing me and spinning me around and onto my back. He 
slides his underwear off and tosses it somewhere. Where | 
don’t know because he’s already on top of me devouring my 
lips while his hand squeezes my breast. 


He read me perfectly because I’m so worked up | don’t want 
any more foreplay. 


His lips wrap around my nipple, sucking hard as his hand 
squeezes my breast towards his mouth. 


My hands reach around him, pulling him down onto me. | 
feel his skin against mine from head to toe, and my pussy 
tightens. Oh my god, I’m going to cum before he’s even 
inside me. 


He kisses me with so much desire my body shakes and | 
release. My eyes and my mouth open while my pussy 
closes, before it opens too emptying down my crack and 
onto the bed. 


He quickly kisses his way down my body, before licking the 
sides of my folds as his hands grab my ass hard from 


underneath. 


He’s got my pussy up to his mouth like a bowl, and he starts 
drinking...me! 


He’s licking straight up my slit before sending his tongue 
deep inside. He flicks the tip of his tongue inside me and 
I’m ready to cum again, but not before he pulls my clit into 
his mouth, rolling it around the tip of his tongue like he 
would the cherry from a cocktail as if he were trying to tie 
the stem in a knot. 


Release number two hits me and my hands lock onto the 
side of his face, squeezing him hard down to the skull, but 
he hardly seems to notice as he cleans up my mess like my 
juices have the cure to what ails him. He doesn’t drip a 
drop, before he flips me over his knee. 


Smack! 


My ass shakes, but he just keeps smacking me. The 
rollercoaster is in free fall and | don’t know if I’m going to 
live or die as he slaps me vigorously, one after another. 
There’s a brief pause before | feel the leather of his belt 
across my ass. 


| bite the pillow and scream, just as he predicted. It’s not 
enough as | hear a pounding from the other side of the wall, 
but it doesn’t stop him. 


| scream again before | bite into the pillow with everything 
lve got. He smacks me again and | feel myself quiver and 
shake. He must feel it to as he slaps and holds, just 
grabbing my ass tighter pushing me over the edge. | release 
for the third time, not even knowing | was capable of such 
back-to-back-to-back pleasure. 


He flips me back over on my back and lines up the tip of his 
dick with my opening. 


“Time to slow it down,” he says. 
“| want it now. Keep going.” 


“There’s only one first time,” he says leaning forward to kiss 
me. 


My heart’s still beating a mile a minute and my chest is 
heaving, but he’s doing everything he can to bring my mind 
down from the clouds and back to the room so we can 
experience this moment consciously. 


He kisses me soft and tenderly for a few minutes as he holds 
his dick in his hand, rubbing the engorged head all up and 
down my folds, but not where | want it most...inside. 


“Ready?” he asks. 


“Yeah,” | say in some tone that I’ve never heard come out of 
my mouth before. It’s half whimper, half desire and it lets 
him know he’s everything | want. 


“Before we do this, | want you to know you mean everything 
to me.” 


| don’t say or do anything. | just freeze. | feel so alert and 
alive. It’s like he’s ready to give me the greatest gift ever 
and he’s just stopped at the very last second to put on the 
bow. 


“|I don’t want this moment to end. Ever,” he says. 


| shake my head. “Me either.” 
“But | can’t take this anymore. | have to have you.” 
“| need to have you.” 


He stares deep in my eyes and puts his dick just a little more 
in my folds, but still not in inside. He lets go of his cock with 
his hand, deliberately brushing my leg as he moves his hand 
away, letting me know there’s nothing to hold him back 
now. The moment is near. 


He places a hand on either side of me as he stares down 
from on top of me. 


“You're mine forever,” he says, as he ever so slowly slides 
into me. 


He’s part way in, and he’s too much. He knows it, working 
his hips back, and then forward again. 


Every nerve in my vagina can feel his shaft making contact. 
The head of his cock opens me, while the shaft fills me. 


| never knew what | was missing until now. Not that there 
was ever a doubt, but there’s no going back now. Nothing 
else matters but the two of us. Together. 


He slides in and out slowly for what seems like an eternity, 
making his way deeper as the seconds pass. 


A few minutes later I’ve taken nearly all of him, as | feel him 
rock back and forth on the bed as he pleases me like I’ve 
never been pleased before. 


If the foreplay was sex, this is love. It’s deep and emotional 
and oh so powerful. And not just for me, but for him too. 


| look up at him and see I’m just as much the woman for him 
as he’s the man for me. 


“| need to fill you,” he says. 

“Fill me,” | say. His words push me closer to a final climax 
that I’m almost afraid of. Something that will be so powerful 
and so intense | know l'Il lose complete control. 

He picks up the pace, and | feel my peak approaching. 

“I’m gonna cum,” he moans. 

“Cum inside me,” | beg. 

“Uh,” | moan as my mouth opens again and my body 
accepts his gift as his eyes close just before his head tilts 


back. 


“Uhhhhhhh. Fuuuuuuck!” He continues exploding deep 
inside me and | feel my body go numb. 


His aftershocks continue, as my climax meets his. 
| feel my mind go blank and I’m floating. | lose sense of 


consciousness for a second until | feel his body crash down 
on the bed next to me. 


CHAPTER 19 


Cole 


We check out of the inn the next morning and | drive us 
back to Anna’s house. Benjamin will be getting dropped off 
from the slumber party in about an hour so l'Il be ready and 
waiting for him when he arrives. Corey’s working remotely 
today so there will be no drama when we pull up. 


| still want to play it safe, until I’ve had a chance to talk to 
Corey. 


| pull up and park along the curb. We kiss in the car and 
then Anna gets out and walks towards her house, while I get 
out and sit in the car for a second taking in the amazing 
night that we just had. That and | want to watch her from 
behind one last time before she goes inside. 


But she doesn’t make it. 


Corey comes shooting out of the house and points a finger in 
her face. He’s yelling. 


| spring out of my car. 

“Corey, —” 

“Shut up, Cole. No. Actually...fuck you! Fuck you, Cole! 
You want to fuck my daughter? You’re supposed to be my 


friend. My best friend? With friends like these who needs 
enemies? Get in the fucking house, Anna!” 


“Corey, wait.” 


“Don’t tell me what to do, Cole. Get in your own damn 
house and watch after Benjamin.” 


“Benjamin’s not home, Corey. Calm down.” 

“Yeah, he’s not home because he’s at my house. He’s been 
here for three hours. That slumber party he went to? Yeah, | 
know his buddy’s dad. He came by to say hi, and asked if he 
could stay here because he couldn’t reach you because your 
phone was off. Nice parenting, Cole. You’re not cut out for 
it. Why don’t you go back to the single life and just leave 
the rea/ families alone!” 

“Where’s Benjamin?” 


“Cole?” Benjamin says, stepping out of Corey’s house. He 
must have heard us from all the way inside. 


“Benjamin, come on buddy. Time to go home.” 
Benjamin runs to me and jumps in my arms. “Corey is mad.” 


“I know, buddy. Don’t worry. He'll calm down, but let’s go 
home for now. Sound good?” 


“Yeah,” he says. 

| realize this isn’t the place for Benjamin to be. 
“Want to go to the other home?” 

“Okay.” 


| carry him to the car, and put him in the back seat. 


“Stay the fuck away from my daughter, asshole!” Corey yells 
the moment | shut the door. 


| can’t do this now. Not here with Benjamin watching and 
Corey so angry he’s about to blow his top. We’re out of 
here. I’m taking him back to the beach house, and away 
from this mess. This mess that | caused. Damn, | have to fix 
this pronto or any chance | have with Anna is gone. 


There’s no way I’m going to let that happen. 


CHAPTER 20 


Cole 

Three days later 
“You look sad, Cole.” 
Benjamin’s sounded like a broken record for the last three 
days. He’s supposed to be enjoying his summer break, and 
I’m doing the best | can to keep him cheered up and his 
mind off of everything, but kids can see the truth. There’s 
no point in trying to hide it from him. 
“lam. It’s just how it goes sometimes.” 


“Are you going to be happy again?” 


| can’t help but smile. | pat him on the head. “Il am going to 
be happy again. Don’t worry.” 


“When Anna comes back?” 
“You're good, Benjamin. You’ve got a bright future in 
psychology or surveillance or something that deals with 


observing and understanding people.” 


“I’m sorry | told Corey that we had a slumber party at your 
beach house.” 


“It’s okay, amigo. It’s not your fault.” 


“What’s an amigo?” 


“Friend. It means friend in Spanish.” 
“Are we friends?” 


“We're a lot of things. Friends is one of those things for 
sure.” 


“And we can talk about anything. Right, Cole?” 
“Sure thing. What do you want to talk about?” 
“Nothing.” 


“Nothing?” | teasingly poke him in the ribs. “You don’t want 
to talk to your friend, Cole?” 


“I want my friend Cole to talk to his friend Corey, so our 
friend Anna can come back and be friends with all of us 
again.” 

The little guy’s words hit me right in the gut. 

“| want that too.” 

“Then why don’t you go talk to Corey, Cole?” 


“| need to let some time pass first.” 


“He was mad three days ago. | don’t think he’s mad any 
more.” 


“You don’t think so?” I can’t believe we're having this 
conversation, but somehow Benjamin’s sucked me right in. 


“No.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because we're all friends. If you just go talk to him 
everything will be okay.” 


| open my mouth to reply, but catch myself. Sometimes the 
hardest things are the easiest if you just let them be. 


“You know what?” 

“What?” 

“You're right.” 

“I know,” Benjamin smiles. 

| pat him on the head again. “I’m going to call him right 
now and let him know we need to talk and straighten this 
out...SO we can all be friends again.” 

“Good.” 

“You want to throw the Frisbee on the beach?” 

“Yes.” 

“Okay, let’s go grab it and l'Il make that call. 

“Okay.” 

At first it felt like Benjamin was trying to stop Anna and | 
from being together. Not intentionally, at least it didn’t 


seem, but his requests for water had us laughing. He slowed 
down our relationship, which led us to a night of just talking 


and getting to know each other better. We had the time to 
really connect mentally. 


Then his night away at the slumber party allowed us to 
connect physically. 


And now he’s bringing it all together, whether if by chance, 
fate, or maybe intuition. 


He can see I’m missing her. It’s written all over my face. 
He’s a smart kid. | can’t hide anything from him. 


| proud of the little guy, and I’m going to be even more 
proud when he becomes my son really soon. And | know 
someone else is ready to be proud of him too. 


CHAPTER 21 


Anna 


The suspense is killing me. Dad is meeting with Cole and all 
| can do is pace around the house trying not to pull my hair 
out. 


My phone chirps and | grab it. 
Is it Cole? 
Is it my dad? 


It’s an email. | exhale and feel my shoulders and entire 
upper body drop. Was | holding that much tension in my 
neck and shoulders just now? I’m going to give myself an 
ulcer worrying. 


| squint as | look at the subject line. Position Available 


Probably another email sent to thousands of candidates on 
one of the many job boards I’m on. | click it anyways to try 
and take my mind off my current dilemma. 


| read through it quickly. | scan it again looking for that line 
| thought I just read. Yes, | read it right. What? They “found 
my resume in a pile” and they “don’t know how we 
overlooked it.” 


| still don’t know how so many other employers overlooked it 
either. 


| look at the “from” line of the email. It’s one of the biggest 
banks on Wall Street. 


| read the email again, and download the attached file. It’s 
not an interview. It’s an offer! 


Did Cole put in a good word for me? Does this even have 
anything to do with Cole? 


If it was Cole does this mean our L.A. thing is off? Shoot, is 
everything off with Cole? 


Why is everything so confusing right now? 

As soon as I set my phone down it chips again. 
Are you home? 

Yes 

Don’t go anywhere 

It’s my dad. Now what’s he up to? 


| plop myself down on the couch, but I’m too fidgety. I’m 
right back up pacing the room again. 


I’ve never smoked a cigarette in my life, but for some reason 
now seems like a good time to start. My dad doesn’t smoke 
so | consider mixing myself a cocktail instead, but | don’t. | 
need to stay levelheaded right now. 


Don’t go anywhere. What is that supposed to mean? 


| straighten my room until it’s as clean as it’s ever been. | 
wash all the dishes. | vacuum. | start ironing things. I’m 


trying to stay busy to take my mind off of things, but it’s not 
working. 


| look up at the clock and three hours have passed. It seems 
like three years. Time is dragging by so slowly right now. 


Where are you? | can’t stand waiting on my dad to find out 
what’s going on so I text him. 


The front door flies open. 
It’s dad. 


“Anna, go upstairs and take a shower. Put on a nice dress 
and come back down here.” 


“Dad, I—” 

“I’m still your father. Do as you’re told.” 
“What in the he—” 

“Go!” 

| march upstairs. | am pissed beyond belief. 


Who does he think he is? Why won’t he just tell me what’s 
going on? Why hasn't Cole called? 


| don’t want a shower. | want a bath and to close my eyes 
and for this to all go away. 


“Hurry up!” | hear from downstairs. 


It’s obviously not going away anytime soon. 


CHAPTER 22 


Anna 


l'm showered and dressed and halfway presentable, but the 
question is for what. 


| walk down the stairs and my dad is standing in the living 
room. Standing, not sitting. 


Great. 
His stern, upset look follows me almost all the way down the 
stairs. | look down to make sure I’m not going to fall, and 
when I look back I’d say he’s smiling if | didn’t know any 
better. 


“Can somebody please tell me what’s going on?” 


Cole steps in from the other room. “What’s going on, Anna, 
is | love you.” 


Anger turns to shock in under a second, and | look back at 
my dad who’s smile is now ear to ear. 


My eyes dart back to Cole, as he takes my hand and leads 
me from the base of the stairs and into the living room. 


| can see Benjamin’s here too. And he’s in a suit! 


| look back at my dad. He’s in a suit too. How did | miss 
that? 


And Cole. He’s dressed to the nines in something absolutely 
exquisite. He looks like he stepped off the cover of GQ and 
into my living room. And his last few words have cemented 
the foundation he’s already laid in my heart. 

“What are you doing, Cole?” 

“I’m making sure you're mine. Forever.” 

He takes a knee and my mouth hits the floor. 

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a box. 

“Anna, sometimes the best things in life happen when we're 
least expecting them. And the best thing that has ever 


happened to me, is you.” 


| feel my knees getting weak and | reach for the edge of the 
couch. 


“No one has ever made me feel the way you do, and no one 
ever will, because for the rest of our lives | want all my 
feelings, all my memories, to be shared with you.” 

“Oh my god, Cole,” | say, bringing both hands up to my face. 


“Will you marry me?” 


| shake my head up and down and close my eyes as the 
tears flow. “Yes,” | say, quietly at first. “Yes,” a little louder. 


“Yes, Cole! I will marry you and when | do you'll make me 
the happiest woman ever.” 


Cole carefully removes the absolutely huge diamond from 
the box and slides it on my finger. It’s sparkling and 


perfect. It’s exactly what | would have picked out for myself. 
Cole jumps up and we kiss. 
“And we'll be the happiest little family in the entire world.” 


| look over at Benjamin who’s looking way too cute again. 
He’s smiling bigger than I’ve ever seen. 


One hand goes back to my face to and the other motions 
him over. “Oh, Benjamin,” | say and he comes to us. 


The three of us hug and | know I’ve found my happily ever 
after with these two men. 


“Can | get in there?” my dad asks. 
“Oh, dad,” | say, running to him to give him a hug. 
We're quickly joined by Cole and Benjamin. 


| came into this world as the first and only addition to my 
father’s family, and now it was time to begin my own. 


| couldn’t wait to get started with my big man and my little 
man. Just the three of us. Together. Forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Anna 
Three weeks later 


Cole pushes the back of my surfboard into the wave with his 
right hand and Benjamin’s surfboard with his left. 


The salty water on my skin and the sun of Australia’s Gold 
Coast make me feel so alive, but | can’t think too much 
about that right now. | only have a few seconds to stand up 
and ride this wave to the shore. 


| push up, keeping my hands along the sides of the board as 
Cole showed me during our impromptu surf lesson before we 
paddled out. 


| tuck my feet, and like a baby deer standing for the first 
time | wobble and start to straighten...almost there...| got it! 


“Turn! Turn!” Cole yells from behind me, but | don’t care. | 
just accomplished my goal of surfing. 


| look back over my shoulder quickly and see little Benjamin 
trying to do maneuvers on his big foam surfboard. He’s a 
natural. We chose a foam board for him to keep him safe, 
but he’s itching for the real thing. | am going to be such a 
proud mamma when he becomes my own. 


We're in Australia to celebrate the completion of the 
paperwork for Cole’s adoption of Benjamin. It’s official. Cole 
is Benjamin’s dad now. 


And in a few months time l'Il be his wife. 
| imagine a lot more holidays just like this in our future. 


The wave starts to die out and | jump off my surfboard and 
into the water. Luckily we found a spot that was shallow so | 
could easily stand where | just landed. The water is barely 
waist high, and the waves aren’t too big. It’s the perfect 
spot for Benjamin and | to learn in, and even better that | get 
to stare at Cole’s body all day. 


He’s a natural in the water. Those surf trunks accentuating 
his firm waist while his muscles flex as he moves our boards 
into position before each ride. 


And later he would surf and | would get to admire his 
athletic prowess from my beach towel. | could hardly wait. 


“Time to get out of the sun for awhile, Benjamin,” | call out. 
“Just a few more. Please?” 
“Okay, one more, but then we need to get in the shade.” 


| shuffle my way in towards shore while Benjamin paddles 
back out to my fiancé. 


When I get in | park my butt under some trees and just 
watch. 


Cole and Benjamin are having the time of their lives out 
there. | can’t hear, but | can see Cole demonstrating how to 
paddle so Benjamin can get more speed and into the waves 
faster. 


| lean over and pull a Popsicle out of the cooler we brought. 
| start to unwrap it, and then pause, putting it back inside. 


| can’t help but smile. It’s not just me anymore. It’s us. And 
as a family we do everything together, including eating 
popsicles. 


And the best part was it’s more fun this way. Watching 
Benjamin try and eat a Popsicle that’s too big for his mouth. 
Knowing he'll stick out his bright red tongue when he’s 
finished. Knowing he'll have red lips the rest of the day. It 
will be one of the many reminders of how much fun we had 
together. 


And if I’m lucky Cole’s Popsicle will melt a little and a drop 
might land on that body of his. lIl conveniently forget 
where | put the napkins and volunteer to lick it off. 


Life really is better as a mom and a wife, not just for me but 
for all of us. 


And when we return home Cole and | will begin our inner 
city project. Then I'll be a working mom. A month ago | 
couldn’t even get a job, and now l'm living my dream. It’s 
not exactly how | expected it to happen, but the surprises 
that have come my way have made the journey, and the 
point where | am now, all the better. 


And it all happened because of my two boys. | can’t wait to 
be the best wife and mother to them. 


Cole and Benjamin look up and wave to me. 
“Hi guys!” | yell as | wave back. 


“Watch!” | can just barely hear from Benjamin. 


Yeah, | could definitely get used to this, but | never will. It 
warms my heart more and more each and every time. 


Benjamin takes off into the wave and Cole gives me two 
thumbs up before blowing me a kiss. 


| blow him a kiss back, which he pretends to catch. 


He starts running through the water as best he can to reach 
me in a hurry. 


When he gets to my beach towel he won't have to get by on 
imaginary kisses. | can’t wait to give him the real thing. 


EPILOGUE 


Cole 
The next day 


“Your dad was driving around for a few hours giving me time 
to get the ring prepared and buy matching suits for 
Benjamin and I.” 


“I can’t believe | didn’t get the story before now,” | say. 


| put my arm around Cole’s waist and watch as Benjamin 
stands awestruck at the kangaroo in front of him. The 
animal trainer is telling him all about the kangaroo and is 
about to let him feed it. | think about taking a picture, but 
this is too priceless. | can’t miss this moment digging for my 
camera. 


“| can’t believe | didn’t tell you.” 


“But how did you convince him? It was like he totally 
changed.” 


“He didn’t know it was real. When I sat down with him and 
got him calmed down | just explained to him how you mean 
everything to me. How this isn’t just some passing thing. 
This is very real and I’m ready to show the world just how 
real it is.” 


“That’s all it took?” 


“You make it sound easier than it was, but if | had to sum it 
up then yes, that was it.” 


“You're right. | was pacing around the house for hours.” 


“And | was prepared to dodge a punch for that same amount 
of time.” 


“It turned out okay in the end.” 


“Who says anything about the end?” | prod her in the ribs as 
a joke. 


“Hey!” 
“We're just getting started.” 
“| can’t wait to make it official.” 


“Neither can l, and you know me...I would have liked to have 
done it already, but then again | like the anticipation.” 


“Me too.” 

“Plus it was better not to do anything until my adoption of 
Benjamin was final. Even with my contacts, I’d have to start 
the case over if my personal status changed.” 


“Your personal status?” 


“You know what | mean, goofy,” | say. “And speaking of 
personal, I’m ready to get personal with you later tonight.” 


“And personal is just what Benjamin’s getting with that 
kangaroo. Look Cole! He’s petting him so softly.” 


| pull out my phone and snap a picture. This one’s going on 
the mantel, right next to the one the photographer got 
earlier today of all three of us at the beach. Hiring a 
professional photographer to snap candid shots of us was 
priceless. 


He had already shown us some of the pictures he got. 
There’s not a single one of us not having an absolute blast. 
There’s no question I’m going to frame the one of me 
pushing my boy and my soon to be wife into the waves. | 
look like the proud father from behind. Anna looks like a 
combination of absolutely joy with a little bit of terror mixed 
in, but | know she’s loving every minute of it. And Benjamin 
looks determined to conquer the wave. That’s my boy! 


But he’s not just my boy. He’s our boy. He’s got two loving 
parents who are fortunate enough to be able to support him 
in whatever he wants to conquer next. But personally | hope 
he conquers humility and personal service. An old salesman 
from Alabama once told me, “You can have everything in life 
you want, if you will just help other people get what they 
want.” It’s as true today as it was then. 


And it’s not only Benjamin who | want to help. 

My fiancée has so many great ways we can give back. How 
we can empower others. | always knew bringing her 
onboard was going to be the smartest thing ever. She’s 
proving me right time and time again. 


| look down at her by my side. She’s focused on Benjamin 
and I’m focused on her. 


| lean down and kiss her on top of the head. 


She looks up at me and smiles. 


“That was nice.” 


“Every moment with you is nice. A lot more than nice 
actually. It’s perfect.” 


She leans into me and hugs me with both arms. | hug her 
around the shoulders as we see Benjamin almost 
hyperventilate. 


The kangaroo has reached out his little paw and Benjamin is 
Shaking it. 


His day is perfect, and so is mine. 

But more so than just my day...it’s my life that’s perfect. 
Now that | have my family I’m complete. At least for now. 
I’m looking forward to welcoming more children into our 


lives. | want Anna to have my baby. 


“We're going to make more of those really soon,” | say 
looking at Benjamin. 


“| can’t wait.” 

“Me either.” 

“Have you picked out any names yet?” 
“We can do it together.” 

“Just as we'll do everything from now on.” 


“Everything.” | say, kissing her again, but this time on the 
lips. 


“I love you.” 


“I love you.” 


The End 


Thanks for reading! 
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The rabbit doesn’t make me jump. My fingers don’t provide 
the ultimate thumbs up experience. And no man can, that’s 
for sure. 


And to make matters worse, now everybody knows thanks to 
my not so little slip up. 


And everyone includes him...our new Chief Financial Officer, 
Carson Cash. 


He tells me CFO stands for something else entirely...the cure 
to what ails me. 


My mom always said, “Don’t fish off the company pier,” but 
he’s no red herring, and I’m not the one fishing. He’s a shark 
and and he's circling, but when he gives me a naked call 
should | exercise my option and let him straddle my 
butterfly spread? 


He’s got me wanting to pivot tables left and right in his 
office, so we can merge each and every cell, but will he be 
just another crash or have | finally met the only man who 
truly knows how to excel? 


* Cocky CFO is an insta-everything standalone romance with 
an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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